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F 
Sir Fr „ 7 * 5 Frag. Aye 1 


honeſt Country Gen- LES) 
tleman, belov'd. "OY 2 Shri, : 


his Hoſpirality. ; 


Butler, =... * F. Elrington, 
Cook, - Servants to) Mr. Reynolds, 
Frorman, Sir Fohn, Mr. Hamilton, 
r hmm . Alcorn. 


 Fob/an, A Pſalm-Gn ging 
Cobler, Tenant to Sir John. 


. : Dor | Mr, - of 


U Mr. Layfeeld. | 
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b x Lady Lamar Wifeto Sirꝰ 
Fon, a proud, canting> Mrs. Loddel. 
|  brawling fanatick * gs 


Lucy Mrs. Hamilton. 
3 — Maids, Mrs. Shane. _ 


Nell, Fubſor s Wife, an 


innocent Country Girl. 


81 Mrs. Reynolds, k 


Gentlemen, Tenants, Servants, Dancers, &c. 
/ SCE N E, A Country Vila ye 


BL 


ö 


"Y - 


SIM E AX 


a * 28. \ i- 


EY OR, THE 


Wives ES „ Mecarorpheg d. 


- 1 — — — 
SCE N E I.  The'Cobler's A. py 
. . Jobſon: and Nell, 575 ; 
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— Wythee, good Job ſon, ſtay with me Tonight, 5 
And, for once, make merry at home. 
Job. Peace, peace, you Jade, and * 
- ſpin; for if I lack any Thread for my Stitch? 
ing, 1 will puniſh you by virtue of my o- N 
vereign = 
Nell. Ay, marry, no doubt of that; whilſt you” 
take your Swing at the Ale-houſe, ſpend your Sub- 
ſtance, get drunk as a Beaſt, then come home like a 
Sot, and uſe one like a Dog. 
Job. Nounz! do you prate? Why, how now; 2 ig 
n do you {peak ill of the Government ? Dont 
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gero too ſabcy 
Toverule x Butler; and am tobe princely drunk With 

Punch at the Hall Place ; we ſhall have a Bowl large. 
enough to ſwim in. 

Nell. But they ſay, Husband, the new Lady will 

not ſuffer a Stranger to enter her Doors; ſhe grudges 
even a Drapght of ſmall Beer to her own $ervants ; 


The ths: 10 FED z 'Or 5 


BY you ow, Huffy, that Iam King in my own Houſe, 
aud that this is Treaſon againſt my Majefty.. 


Nell. Didever one hex zuck Staff But 1 pray you 


5 nog, Jobſen, don't go rotbe Mle-houſe To-mght, 


Job. Well, 1 humour von for once, but . 
upon t; for I am invited by Str John 


and ſeveral of the Tenants have come home with 
broken Heads from her Ladyſhip' s OWN Hands, only 
for ſmelling ſtrong Beer in her Houſe. 


Job. A Pox on her, for a fanatical Jade !! She has 


almoſt diſtracted the good Knight. ;© But ſhe's now - 


brand, teaſting with her Relations, and will ſcaree 
come home To-night; and we are to n much 


Drink, a Fiddle, and merry Gambals. 
Nell. O dear Husband ! let me go with you, we 1 


be as merry as the Night's long. 
Job, Why how now, you bold Baggage ! wou'd 


you be carry'd to a Company of ſmooth-fac'd, eating, 


| grioking, lazy ſerying-Men ; no, no, you Jade, 11 
not be a Cuckold. 


Nell. I'm ſure they wou d make me welcome; you 
promis'd I ſhou'd ſee the Houſe, and the Family has 


not been here before, fince you marry'd and brought 
me home. 


Jab. Why, thou moſt audacious Strumpe, dar ft 


thou diſpute with me, thy Lord and Maſter? Get in 


and ſpin, or elſe my Strap ſhall wind bon thy Ribs 
-- moſt confoundedly. 8 


r. The Twitcher. 


He that has the beſt Wiſe, 
She's the Plague of bis aſe; _ 
But for her that will Ie and _ quarrel, * 
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Let him cut her 0 of fur 7 
Of her Meat and her. Sport; : 1 
And ten Times a Day hoop her Barrel, brave Boy „ 
And ven timo a Day hoop. ler Barrel. be 25 8 
| Nell. well, we poor Women muſt . ET 8 
| and never have any Joy 3 ; but you: Men run — An 2 | 
mne e NE 
1 A 1 R II. | Fie, nay, pr wu John, 
Tis, I boat ſwear, 
| 5 ' Very cruel, Dear, 
| That 1 muſt not be allow'd to ralk ; 3 
job. 4 4 Hence, I ſay, get in 3 
Jo thy Wheel, and ſpin, 
| Left upon your Back my Strap ſbou d walk.” 
| Nell. Pell, — muſt, 1 will be gone; | 
a Go, go, you area naughty Man; 
7 Be ſure get drunk then, if you can, 
3 Reel home to Nell. | 
Job. Dos ſurly Jade, by Yea and Nay, —— 
F here you any longer ſta r,, 80 
Or dare diſpute my ſovereign Sway, 8 
Tl} ſtrap yon well. > 5 . 
| Wks you EA Baggage, will yoube hoop'd a. 3 
e gone. NE 
Nell. I muſt obey.  [Gring. 8 > 5hs 
Job. Stay ! now [ thinkon't, here's Six-pence for 
you, get Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thy ſelf up . - 3 
with Lamb's Wool, rejoice and revel by thy ſelf, be 
E drunk and wallow. in thy own Sty, like a nen s 
dow as thou art. 
1] Be that bas the 1% 11%, 5 
1] She's the row of his Liſe, dee. baren: | 
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S,C'E N E II. e John's 15 


bone, Cook, cacti Lucy, Lene, 
8 


ber, 1 4 the blind Fidler; ade bur 1 | 
— 3 were here, that we might rejoice. a little, 
while our termagant Lady is abroad ; I have made a 

moſt ſovereign Bowl of Punch. | 

Tucy. We had need rejoice Rulerimes, for our devi 5 
liſh new Lady will never ſuffer it in her hearing. 
But. Iwill maintain, there is more Mirth in a Gal- 
ley, than in our Family; Our Maſter, indeed, is the 
worthieſt Gentleman — nothing but Sweetneſs.and 
Liberality. _ WES 5 

Foot, But here's a Houſe turned -topſy: turvy, from 
Heaven to Hell, ſince ſhe came hither 

Tucy. His former Lady was all Vertue and Mildneſs. 

But. Ay, reſt her Soul, ſhe was ſo; but this is in- 
ſpir'd with a Legion of OT who make wake IR a- 
bout her like a n. | 


AI R Ll. Under the Greenwood Tree. 


Of all the Plagues of . human Lfe, 
A Shreu is ſure the worſt ;\ 
. Scarce one 1n ten that takes aWife, 
But with a Shrew is curſt. 
Since then the Plague in Marriage lu, 
Mho d ruſh upon his Fates 
When he for. Freedom,. Bondage buys, 
And ſtill repents too late. 85 


Lucy. lam fure 1 always feel her i in my Bones; ; If 
her Complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow 
in a Morning, I am ſure to look: W ab blue for it 
Hefore Night. . 

Cook. Pox on her ! 1 PAR; not come within her 


reach. I have ſome fix broken Heads Wray. A 
F Lady, 


Lady, quotha ! a She-Bearis'a civiler Animal. 
Foot. Heaven help my poor-Mafter ! this 'deviliſh 
Termagant ſcolding Woman will be the Death of 
1 ; I never aw a Man ſo altered all the Days of my 
Life. | 
Cook. There's a perpetual: Motion in that Tongue 
of hers, and a damn d ſhrill Pipe, NC to break * 
the Drum of A Man's Ear. =, Si 5 | | 

Enter blind Fidler,,] Jobſon,: and. 22 i 
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But. Welobme, wied abs. this is: our Wiſh, 
Honeſt old rr VN Goodman Jobſon | ! how | 


do ſt⸗ thou . At 12 Je! 


Job. By my Troth, I am e fliarp ſet towards : 
Punch, and, am now come with a firm Reſolution, 


tho dun a poor ſakes: to be as a drunk asa Lord; ; 
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Come, Jolly Bacchus, 04 of Wine, | 
' Crown this Night with Pleaſure ; "= 9 
| Tet none at Cares of  Liferrepine, © + | Y 
To defiroy our Pleaſur - 
Cho. Fill up the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 
| That ev'ry true and loyal Saul 
May drink and ſing without control, 
To ſupport our. Plea ſhire: | 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſpalt thou be. 
Guardian to our Pleaſure. 

That under thy Protection we | 

| May.enjoynew N 5 


The Wines Mtamnibpberty,” ** a 


'$ ms DeviltoPoyz Or, 


And as the Hours glide away, 
We'll in thy Name in voſe their Stay, 


_ 3... 3 be er 1 


But. Here's our Maſter's Health i in « Bumper: Huz- 


— 
Lucy. Our Lady” s Confuſion in another. Huzza 
But. The King, and all the Royal Family, in a 
„ Down upon your Knees, you Rogues. 


Enter Sir John, and Lady. 


Lady. O Heaven and Earth ! What's here within 
my Doors? Is Hell broke looſe ? What Troops of 
Fiends are here? Sirrah, you impudent Rafcal, ſpeak, 
Sir John. Forſhame, my Dea As this is a time of 
Mirth and Jollity, it has always been the Cuſtom of 
my Houſe, to give my Servants Liberty in this Seaſon, 
and to treat my Country Neighbours, that with inno- 

cent Sports they may divert themſelves. 

Tady | fay meddle with your own Affairs; 1 will 

govern my own Houſe without your putting in am Oar. 

Shall I ask leave to correct my own Servants? 

Sir John. | thought, Madam, this had been my 

Houſe, and thefe my Tenants and Servants. | 
Lady. Did I bring a Fortune to be thus abus'd and 

ſnubb d before People? Do you call my Authority in 

_ queſtion, ungrateful Man? Look you to your Dogs. 

and Horſes abroad, but it {hall be my Province to go- 

vern here; nor will L be controul d by Cer a hunting, 
hawking Knight i in Chriſtendom. 

Sir John. This is to be e 2 continual Tem- 
peſt; Strife and Noiſe, Canting and Hypocriſy, are 
eternally afloat — Tis impoſſible to bear it long. 

Tay. Le filthy Scoundrels, and odious Jades, rh 

teach youto junket thus, and ſteal my Proviſions ; ; 

| hall be devoured at this Rate. | : 
But. | thought, Madam, we might be merry once 

= a . | 


Lady. 


Lady. Holiday, To Popiſh.C Curl Is one gt more., 
holy than another? and if it be, you'll be ſure to get 
dtunk upon it, you Rogue. (bears him.) You Minx, you: 
impudent Flirt, are you zigging it after an abominable 
Fiddle? all Dancing Is whoriſh, Huſſy. 

Lags her by the Ears. 

Lucy. O Lud! ! the — pull d off both my Ears. 

Sir John. Pray, Madam, conſider your Sex and Quas: 
lity ; -. I bluſh for your Behaviour. a 

Lady. Confider your [ncapacity ; you ſhall not in- 
ſtrut me. Who are you thus muffled, you Buzzard? 

_ ( Shebeats them all, Jobſon ſteals by. 
. * am an honeſt, plain, Plalm-finging Cobler, 
Madam; if your Ladyſhip would but go to Church, 
you might hear me above all the reſt there. 's 

Lady. I'll try thy Voice here firſt, Villain, (/frikes him. 

Job. Nounz ! what a;Pox, what a. Devil ails you ? 

Lady. O prophane Wretch wicked Varlet! 

Sir John. For ſhame ! your Behaviour is monftrous ! 

Lady. Was ever poor Lady ſo miſerable in a brutiſh 

\ |, Husband, asI am? I that am ſo Bans: and ſo re 
ä a Woman! a 


Job. ſings. He that has the beſt Wiſe, ML 
She's the Plague of his Life, 
But far her that will ſcold and will quarrel. [ Exit. 


Lady. 0 Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain ! | 
Sir John. Remember Modeſty. 5 * 
. TZady. I'll rout ye all with a Vengeance, ik ſpoil 
+ | your ſqueaking Treble. | : 
( Beats the Fiddle about the blind Man's Head. 
"I Fid. O Murder, Murder! 1 am a dark Man, which 
way ſhall I get hence! Oh Heaven! ſhe has broke my 
Fiddle; and undone me and my Wife and Children. 
Sir John. Here, poor Fellow, take your Staff and 
be gone, there's Money to buy you two ſuch ; thats 
pour way. 
„ Fid. Heaven preſerve. your Worſip — bleſs you, 
ene $2 * indeecommittie did 
ever 
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10 be Devil to Pay; Or, 


ever I think to find ſuch Doings in this Hall Plate. | 
' Tady. Methinks you are very liberal, Sir; muft my 


Eſtate maintain you in your Profuſeneſs ? © 


Sir John. Go up to your Cloſet, pray, and compoſe 
Lady, O wicked Man! to bid me pray. 

Sir John. A Man can't be co curs'd, I ſee, 
without Marriage; but ſince there is ſnch a thing as 
ſeparate Maintenance, ſhe ſhall To-morrow enjay the 
Benefit Wa: 1 I | 


AIR V. Of all Comforts I miſcarry d. "ws 


Ee the States in Life ſo various, 
Marriage, fure, is moſt precariogs ; 

Tit 4 Maze fo ſtrangely winding, 

Still we are new Mazes finding: 

Iis an Action ſo ern, 

I That nought but Death can ſet us clear; 
j -Happy's the Man, from Wedlock | rie, 
Who knows to prize his Liberty : © 

Were Men wary, N 
How they marry, 


We ſhould not be half fo full of Miſery, 5 
4 - I [Knocking at the Door. 


— 


Here, where are my Servants? Muſt they be frighted 


from me? — Within there —ſee who knocks. 


* Lady. Within there==——where are my Sluts? Ye 
Drabs, ye Queans— Lights there. ey 


Ml. Enter Servants, ſneaking, with Candles. * 


But, Sir, it is a Doctor that lives ten Miles off; he 
practifes Phyfick, and is an Aſtrologer; your Worſhip 
knows him very well, he is a cunning Man, makes Al- 
manacks, and can help People to their Goods again. 
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Doll Sir I 0 {Bae your ö 5 8 Gon 
this unſeaſonable Intruſion ; but I am benighted, and 
tis fo dark that Lean't poſlibly find my Way home'; 

and knowing your Worſhip's Hoſpitality,  defire-the 
Favour to be harboured under your Roof To- night: 

Lady. Out of my Houſe, you lewd Conjurer, you 
Magician. 

Dock. Here's a Turn !=—here's a Change wen. 
ii 1 have any Ant, ye ſhall ſmart for this. (Aſide. 

Sir John. You ſee, Friend, I am not Maſter of m 
ewn Houſe :; therefore, to avoid any Uneaſineſs, go 
down the Lane about a Quarter of à Mile, and you'll 
fee a Cobler's Cottage, Ray there a little, and ru ſend 
my Servant to'condud you to a Tenant $ eee 
you'll be weh entertain d. | 
1 Do. I thank you. Sir, II m xour moſt humble Ser- 
vant — But as for your. Lady there, the all chis Night 
feel my Reſentment. 9 
Sir John. Come, Madam, you: and 1 wat he 

ſpome Conference together.. 2 
daddy. Yes, I willhaye a Conferenes and a: * 
— 5 in this Hole: Or I U t it ape down 
—— WW 


scCBEN E In. 7h ca 
Nell, and the Doblor.. e 


Nell. " Si, mend your Draught, if you pleaſe; 
you are very welcome, Sir. | 
Dock. Thank you heattily, good Woman, and to re · 
quite your Civility, II tell you your Fortune. 
Nell. O, ptay do, Sir; I never had my Fortune 
told me in my Life. | | 
DoF. Let me behold the Lines of your Face. _ 
Nell. I'm afraid, Sir, tis none of the cleaneſt ; I have 
heen about ding Work allthis Day. * 
| 3 2 YL AAN ff | | bo 
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Dock. Come, come, tis a good Face, be not aſham'd 
of it, you ſhall ſhe w it in greater Places ſuddenly. | 
Nell. O dear Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſham'd ; I 
want Docity when I come before great Folks, * * 
Def. You muſt be confident, 'and fear workings 4 
there is much Happineſs attends you. 8 
Nell. Oh me ! this is a rare Man; Heaven be thank d. 
Doct. To-morrow before Sun- riſe you ſhall be che 
_ happieſt Woman in this Country. - 1 
Nell. How, by To- motrom 1 alack- day ! Sir; 11 
how can that be? 5 
Doc. No more fhalt you ths wade with a furly * 
Husband. that rails at, and ſtraps yu. 5 
Nell. Lud! how came he to know that? he muſt be 5 
2 Conjurer! Indeed my Huſband is ſomewhat rugged, 
and in his Cups will beat me, but it is not much; he's 5 
an honeſt Pains-taking Man, and 1 let him have W 
Way. Pray, Sir, take t other Cup of Ale. e 
Doc. I thank you believe me, — you 
ſhall be the richeſt Woman i'th' irrer aud ride in 
our own Coach e 
Nell. O Father ! you jeer me. 84. 
Doc. By my Art! Ido not. But unk ay Words, 
be confident, and bear all out, or: worfe will follow. 
Nell. Never fear, Sir, 1 Warrant TY, Gemini 4 | 


A Wong. 
A 1 R vi. Send home my long ſtray d Eyes. 


My ſwelling Heart now leaps with Joy, 

And Riches all my Thoughts ; 5 
No more ſhall People call me Nell. 

Her Ladyſhip will do as well, 
| Deck'd in my golden, rich Array, 

2 in my Chariot roll away, „ | 
Aud ſhine at Ring, at Ball, and Play. 1 


Enter Jobſon. 


300. Where i is this Quiean ? Here, Nell What W ITY 
are you drunk with ur Lamb's Wool? Nell. 


Noll. O ener ! here's the rareſt 4 has 


told me my Fortune. 
Job. Has he'ſo1 and planted my Fortune too, a 
Pair of Horns upon my Head Eh] Ist not ſo? 
Doc. Thy Wife is a virtuous Woman, and thank 
be happy — | 
Job. Come out, you hang Dog, you Juggler, you 
cheating, bamboozling Villain, muſt I be cuckolded by 


ſuch Rogues as you are, Mackmaticians, and Alma- 


nack- makers! 


Nell. Pry mee Peace, Hutband,- we ſhall be nich, 


| and have a Coach of our own. 


Job. 'A.Coach ! a Cart, a Whecl-barrow, you Jade 


by the Mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, mofi con- 


foundedly drunk —Get you to Bed, you. Strumpet. 3.2 


> Beats her. 
Nell. O Mercy on us 1 is this A Taſte of my my 


Fortune? 


Dot. Lou had bener not bave wuerd her, you ſte | 


Iy Rogue. 


Job. Out of u my "Houſe, you) Villain, or Fn rup my 2 


Awl up to the Handle in your Battggks, | ay 
Doft. Farewel, you paltry Slave. 
Job. Get out, you Rogue. 5 oe. ( 
15 
'$CE N E ; changes to an open cu 


Door , ſelus. 
AIR vn. The Spirit's Song in lui. 


My lirtle Spirits now appear, 
Nadit and Abiſhop draw near; 
The time is ſhort make no Delay, 
Then quickly haſte and come away: 
Nor Moon, nor Stars, afford their Light, 


But all is wraps in gloomy Nights:  n 


= Both Men and Beaſts to reſt incline, 
5 mu * os be hs Deſs TS" 
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(Within) -- tro? ; 6 EG 


Doa. My ftrift Coen be ſure 1 E 
| For e er this Night-ſhall have an and, TR 
Nou muſi this Cobler's Wife transform, . ' 
And to the Knight's the like performs 1 - 
ich alt your moſt ſpecifick ee | 
Con vey each Wife to diff rent Arms Ji; 
Ain Dor 10 Delußan be fo ſlrong, 4201 
That none may know the Right from Wrong. Hart 
All this'tve will with Care performs, 7; 


win In Thunder, er e (Thunder. 
| o Scl: | 2 ( Exouns. 
J 0 5 NE aw * 15 — pv at: 


} work, The Bed i in View. 
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Job. What Devil has been abroad To-night ? Lne-: 
ver heard fuch Claps of Thunder in my Life. I 
thought my little Hovel would have flown away; but 
now all is clear Again, and a fine Star. ght Mornitg 


It is. 
ter's Thunder i is Summer“ Wonder. 


3 
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A l R vill. Charming cath, 
of all the 1 . from Eaſt to welt, | 
The Cobler's paft colttending, 
2 like in time to prove the beſt, 1 
* Whithevery Day us mendeng. 4-1-0 
How great his Praiſe who can OY: | 
I)he Soals of all his NN 
Nor is unmindfnl of his End, DIS 
But to his Ta Ant abe. { Gy a on 


Lady. Hey: ay x what. Impusent Ballad-Goging 
Rogue is that, wid dares wake: me Gut: of r Sleep - 
I'll have you flead, you Raſcal. + © 
Job. What-a- Por does tho talk in her Bleep 2 or is 


ſhe drunk uy ? [ Sings. 


* 


be 


53 k * 
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[11 ſettle my ſelf to Work. "They ſay, Wins 
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rue Wives Met aiworphos | i. He .» <Y 


In Bath 4 wanton Wife did quilt, bee, =. 
Lady. Why Villain; Raſcal, Sereech-Owl. who ma- 


keft a worſe Noiſe than 2 Dog hung in the Pales, or a 


Hog in a high Wind. Where are all my Servants ? 
Some Body come and hamfiring this Rogue. (Knocks, 

Job. Why, how now, you brazen: Quean! You muſt 
get drunk with the Conjurer, muſt you? I'll give you 
Money another time to > tend in Lamb „Wool, you 
faucy Jade, fhall !? 


Lady. Monſt'rous-! I can find no. Bell to ring. 


Where are my. Servants ? They fball tals him in 2 


Blanke. | 
Job. Ay, the Jade's alleepflill ; the Conjurer told 
her ſhe ſhould keep her Coach, and the is dreaming of 
her Equipage. [ Sings. 
Lady. Why, Husband! Sir Jobs | will you ſuffer 
me to be thus infulted '? _ 


Jeb. Husband / Sir Joly “ what-2-pox, bas the 


knighted me ? and my Name's Zekel too; 2 good Jeſt. 


Faith. 

Tady. Ha! ds gone, he is not in the Bed. Hea« 
ven / where am I ? Foh / what loathſome Smells arg 
here? Canvaſs Sheets, anda filthy ragged Curtain; A 
beaſtly Rug, anda Flock Bed. Am I awake, or is it 
all a Dream ? What Rogue is that ? Sirrah Where 
am I/ Who brought me hither ? What Raſcal are 

ou? 

7 Job, This is amazing, I never heard ſuch Words 
from her before. If I take my Strap to you, 1['ll make 


you know your Husband. 111 teach you better Man- 


ners, you faucy Drab. 
Lady. Oh aoniſhing Impudence Vou my Hnbage 
Sirrah? I'll have you hang d you Rogue; I'm a Lady. 


Let me know who has given me a fleeping Draught, 


and convey'd me hither, you dirty Varlet-? | 
Jab. A fleeping Draught! yes, you drunken Jade, 

you had a ſleeping Draught with a Pas to you, What 

has not your Lambs- Wool dane working yet? _ 
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Tady. Where am ? Where has my villainous Hus- 


| band put me? Lucy / Lettice ! where are my Queans ? 
Job. Ha, ha, ha / what does ſhe call her Maids too? 
The Conjurer has made her mad as well as drunk. 

* Lady. He talks of Conjurers ; ſare I am bewitch d. 

Ha / what Cloaths ate here? a Lindſey-woolſey Gown, . 

à Calicoe Hood, a red Bays Petticoat, I am remoy'd 

from my own Hoaſe by Witchcraft. What muſt I do? 

| What will become of me? (Horns wind within. 

| - Job. Hark / the Hunters and the merry Horns are 

| Abroad. Why Nell, you lazy Jade, tis Break of Day; 

to work, to work, come, and ſpin, you Drab, or i'll 


tan your Hide for you : What a-pox, muſt I be at 
work two Hours before youin a Morning. 


Lady, Why, Sirrah, thou impudent Villain, do'ſt 
thou not know me, Rogue ? 


Job. Know you, yes, Il know you well enough, and 
Fil make you know me before I have done with you. 
Lady. 1 am Sir John Loverule' 8 N 5 how came 


here. 


Job. Sir John "PREY, g Lady q no, Nell, not quite. 
fo bad neither; that damn'd, ſtingy, fanatick Whore 
plagues every one that comes near her; the whole 


Country curſes her. 
Tady. Nay; then Tl hold no longer; you Rogue, 
= you inſolent Villain, I'll teach you better Manners. 


T Flings Bedſiaff and other things at him. 


| Job. This is more than lever ſaw by her. l _—_— | 
had an ill Word from her before. Come, Strap, III 


try your Mettle ; I'll ſober you, | warrant you, 
nean. He firaps her, (he flies at him. 


Lady. II pull your Throat out; l' tear out your 


Eyes; I'm a Lady, Sirrah. Oh, Murder ! Murder ! 


Sir John Lo verule will hang you for this; z Murder! 
Murder! 


Job. Come Huſſy leave Pooling. and come to your 


Spinning, or elſe l'llamb you, you ne er was ſo lamb'd 


ſiace you were an Inch long. Take it up, you Jade- 
{ She flings it down, he ſtraps ber. 


Job. 3 


Lady. Hold, hot I u doany thing. 


J. on! 1 4 I ſk6uld way" you to yo by 


| ſelk again. | 
Lady. What ſhall Ido? Ican't ſpin. [Aſide. 
22 P 1 into ** Stall; tis broad Day now. 


Leet and Fugs. 
A 1 R Ix. Come let us prepare. 


5 „ Let Mattersof State 
4 Di ſquiet the Great, 


7 N The Cobler has noughe to ak þ vim: 
Has nought but his Wif 
| To ruffle his Life, 
And her * can Aras if ſhe vex lin. 
4 
Hes out of the Pow'r 
15 C Fortune that Whore, ; 
= | Since low as can be, ſhe has thruſt him, 
| From Duns bes ſecure, 
| „ For being ſo poor, 
| I There's noneto be found that will truſs him: 
Heyday, 1 think the Jade's Brain is turn'd. What 
have you forgot to ſpin, Huſſy? 
Tady. But I have not forgot to run: I'll e' en try 
. my Feet ; I ſhall find ſomebody in the Town, ſure, 
that will ſuccour me. [She runs out. 
8 C E NE changes to Sir JoH N's Houſe, NEL L 
in Be | 
* = 


Nell. What pleaſant Dreams 1 kave had To-night 1 3 
Me-thought I was in Paradiſe, upon a Bed of Violets 
and Roſes, and the ſweeteſt Husband by my Sides: 
Ha ! bleſs me where am I now? What Sweets are 
theſe ? No Garden in the Spring can equal them ; not 
new blown Roſes with the Morning Dew upon them. Rk 

Am I ona Bed? The Sheets are Sarſenet ſure, ss 
Linnen ever ſo fine. What agay filken Robe have ! 
bot? Oh Heaven 11 Ln ! Yet if this be a Drone — 


oP 
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I would not wiſh to wake again. Sure I died laſt Night 
ind went to Heaven, and this is it. 


5 


SEE 


Enter Lucy. 


Now #8 I wake an Alarm that will not lie 


il. . till Mid-night, at ſooneſt; the firſt Greeting, 


I ſuppoſe, will be 2 or Whore. Madam! Ma- 


dam 


Nell. Oh Gemini! who's this 2 : What do'ft ſay 
Sweet-heart. r 

Lucy. Sweet-heart! Oh Lud, Sweet-heart ! the beſt 
Names 1 have had theſe three Months trom her have 
been Slut, or Whoreww What Gown and Ruffles will 
your Ladyſhip wear To-day ? 7 


Nell. What does ſhe mean? n Gown! and 


Ruffles! ſure Iam awake? Oh! J remember the Cun- 
ning Man, now. 


Lucy. Did your Ladyſhip ſp eak ? 9 ; 


Nell. Ay, Child, I'll wear the fame ! did Yeſterday. 55 
Lucy. Mercy upon me! Child Here s 4 Miracle! 


Enter Lettice. ; +: 31 | 


Tet. Is my Lady awake ? Have you had 1 Shoe 
or her Slipper flung at your Head yet? 
- Lacy. Oh, no, I'm overjoy'd ; ſhe's in the kindeſt 


Humour ! go to the Bed and ſpeak to her, now is your 
time. 


Let. Now's my time! ! what, to have another Tooth 


beat out. Madam! 


Nell. What do'ſt ſay, my Dear dere O the Father! 
what wou'd ſhe have? 


Let. What Work will your Ladyſbip be pleas'd to 


have done To-day ? ſhall { work Plain-work or go to 


my Stitching ? 


Nell. Work Child ! tis Holiday ; ; ho Work To- 
day. 


Let. Oh Mercy! am 1I, or ſhe awake ! or do we 


both Dream! ? Here 8 A blen Change! 


Lacy. : 


1 


i. 
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” Taty. It it contin es, we ſhall be a happy Family. 
Tet. Your Ladyſhip's Chocolate is ready. 


Nell. Mercy on me ! what's that? ſome Garment, 


Iſuppoſe. ¶ Aſide.] Put it on then, Sweet-heart. 


Let. Put it on, Madam 11 have taken it off, tis 
ready to drink. 


| Nell 1 mean, 5 it by. I don t care -for drinking now; 


"Hunter rake 
# 


Cook. Now I go like a Bear to the Stake. To know 


ber Scurvy Ladyſhip's Command about Dinner. How 


many raſcally Names muſt I be call'd-? 
Let. Oh, John Cook, you'll be out of your Wits to | 

find my Lady in ſo ſweet a Temper. 

Cook. What a Devil, are they all mad? 8 
Lucy. Madam, here” s the Cook come about Dinner. 
Nell. Oh ! there's a fine Cook! Helooks like one 


of your Gentlefolks [4ſ;4e.] Indeed, honeſt Man, I'm 
very hungry now, pray get me a Raſher upon the 


eres a piece of one milk Cheeſe, and ſome whiſe 
rea 

Cook. Hey ! what's to do here ? my Head turns 
round. Honeſt Man ! I look'd for Rogue or Raſcal, 
at leaſt. She's ftrangely changed in her Diet, as well 
as Humour. [4ſide.] I'm afraid, Madam, Cheeſe and 
Bacon will fit very heavy on your Ladyſhip's Stomach, 


in a Morning. If you pleaſe, Madam, III toſs you 


up a white Fricaſee of Chickens in a trice, Madam ; 


or what does you Ladyſhip think of a Veal Sweet- 
bread ? | 


Nell. Een what you will, 004 Cook. 
Cook, Good Cook ! good Cookt Ah tis a feet | 


| ys” 


Enter Butler, 


Oh! kiſs me, Chip, I am out of wy Wits; we have 
the ne luceteſt E ; 


"oo 


—— * 


b. 


% 
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Bur. Vou ſhamming Rogue, I think you are out of 
your Wits, all of ye; the Maids look merrily too. 

Lucy. Here's the Butler, Madam, to Know your - 
Ladyſhip's Orders. 

Nell. Oh | pray Mr. Butler, let me have ſoms 
Small Beer when my Breakfaſt comes in. 
But. Mr. Butler! Mr. Butler! I ſhall be turn'd in- 
to Stone with Amazement, [ 4fide.} Would not your 
Ladyſhip rather have a Glaſs of Frontiniac, or Lacry- 
me? | 1 

Nell. Oh dear ! what hard Names are there ; but 
J muſt not betray my ſelt. [ Aſi 4 Well, which you 
ge, Mr. Butler. 


Enter Coxchman, 


But. Go, get you in, and be rejoiced as I am. 
Coach. The Cook has been making his Game, f 
know not how long. What, do you bantet too : 
Zucy. Madam, the Coachman. 

Coach. I come to know if your Ladyſhip goes out 
To. day, and _— you vy have , the Coach ot the ; 
Chariot. - 


Nell. I'll ride in the Coach, if you pleaſe. 


Coach. The Sky will fall, that's hoſt certain. [Exit 

© Nell. I can hardly think I am awake yet. How well 

_ pleaſed they all ſeem to wait upon me. O notable 
Cunning Man ! My Head turns round; am dune 

_ giddy with my own Happineſs. | 


Al R X. What tho 1 am a Country Laſs 


-Tho' bath was a Cobler s Wife, © 
In Cottage moſt obſcure- a, 
In plain Stuff Gown, and ſhort ear d Coif, 
Hard Labour did endure a: © 
The Scene is chang'd Tin alter d quite, 
And from poor humble Nell-a. _ 
| I'll learn to dance, to read and write, 
And from alt bear the oo fry : 
Enter 
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Enter Sir J ohn and Gentlemen. 


Sir John. How do you like our Sport, Gentlen n? 
] think we have had a ſmart Turn or Two. * 
Hunting is to me the moſt agreeable Diverſion, as wel 
as wholeſomeſt Exerciſe the Country affords. 


A IR XI. ' Whilſt the Town agrees with wt 


Hounds and Horns o'er Plains reſounding, © 
Ecchoes from the Hills rebounding, _ 
Fill the Sport ſman's Heart with Joy: 
Let, while to the Chace inviting, 
Health and Pleaſure are uniting, 
| Fops o er Tea their Time defiroy.. 


- 


9 Oh, Sir ! here's the rareſt News ? 
| There never was the like, Sir; you will be 
— d and amaz'd. 

Sir John, What are you mad? What" 8 the matter 
with Pe e- 


Enter Coathinan, „ and orbit en. 


How now ! here's à new Face in my Family; what's 
the Meaning of all this? 
But. Oh; Sit ! the Family is turn'd upfide down. 
We are almoſt diſtracted ; the happieſt People 5 
. Ay, my Lady, Sir, us Lady, 
Sir John. What, is the dead 
Bur. Dead! Heaven forbid ; O! ſhe's the beſt of 
Women,; the ſweeteſt Lady! ! 
Sir John, This is aftoniſhing ! I muſt go and | enquire 
— Wonder. If __ be true, I ſhall rejoice in- 
os | 
But. 'Tis true, Sir, upon my Honour. Lon live 
=o John and my Lady ! ULZA ! LEait Sir Eau 
Enter 


2 5 1. Devil to Pay ; * 


aber N ell and Luer. 
Vll I well remember the 8 Man l 


me to bear all out with Confidence, or worſe, he ſaid, 
wou'd follow. I am aſham'd, and know not what to 
do with all this Ceremony ; I am ama d, and out op 
my Senſes. I look d in the Glaſs, and ſawa gay fine 4. 
thing 1 knew not; methought my Face was not at all ; 


like that I have ſeen at home in a Piece of Looking- 
Glaſs faſteh'd"upon the Cupboard, . But great Ladies 


they ſay, have flattering Glaſſes, that ſhew them far 
unlike themſelves, whilſt poor Folks Glaſſes repreſent 
them een juſt As they are. 


A IR XII. When I was a Dame of Honour. 


Fine Ladies wick an artful Grace, | 


5 Diſguiſe each native Feature; 


Mphilſt flattering Glaſſes ſhew the Face, 
As made by Art, not Nature: 
But we poor Folks in home ſpun Grey, 
By Patch nor Waſhes tainted, 
Look freſh and ſweeter far than they, 
That ſtill are finely painted. 


8 0 Madam ? here 8 my Maſter juſt return 4 
from Hunting. 


VR Sir To 
Nell O'Gemini / this good Gentlemen my Hus. 


band 
Sir John. My Dear, I am overjoy d to ſee my Fa- 


| way thus tranſported with Ecſtaſy which vou occaſi- 
on 7% | 


Nell. Sir, I ſhall always be proud to do every thing 


that may give you Delight ; ; and Toa Family 8 Satis: 
faction. 


Sir 


* + [ E3 » 
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of mine e has lid a deyiliſh Plot againſt me ; I muſt at 
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Sir John. By Heaven 1 Lam charm'd: dear Crea- 


ture, if, thou continueſt thus, Thad: rather enjoy thee 


than the Indies. But can this be real? ? May I believe 
my Senſes ? 


Nell. All that's good above can Witneſs for me, I 


am in earneſt. Kneels. 


Sir John. Rile, my deareſt.” Now am I happy," in- 
deedwnnss Where: are my Friends, my Servants? call 


them all, and let them be Witneſſes of my Happineſs, 


. 
vas 


make one Soul 


[Exennt. 
Nell. © Lud ! how: ſhall I benny ee 


preſerve my Wits. er 
AIR XIII. Twas within a Furlong, oe. \ 
Nell, 0 charming Cunning-Man | thou haſt been won 


( 4'rous kind, 1 


| = all thy golden Words do now wy m 1 Lok, ; 
Ten thouſand Tranſports wait. 
Jo crown my happy State, 
Thus kiſs d, and _—_ 
And doubly bleſs d 


In all this Pomp and state: 


* 


New Scenes of Joy ariſe, . 


Which fill me with ſurprize ; © b 
My Rock, and Reel, IB 1 
And Spinning Wheel, 
And Husband I deſpiſe; 
Then Jobſon, now adieu, 
Thy Cobling ſtill purſue, | N 
For hence 1 will vor, cannot, no, nor muſt not uckle tos. 


L Ei. | 
8 c E NE Jobſon' 8 Houſe. | | 


— * 


* 8 


Enter Lady. | | 
Lady. Was Fs yer Lady yet ſo miſerable? I can't 


the Village acknowledge me ; they 
ſureare all of the Conſpiracy. This wicked Husband 


pre: 


*. e Devil fo Pay; Or; 


preſent ſubmit, that I may hereafter have an Oppot- 
nity of executing my Defign. Here comes the 
Logue; FI have him ſtrangled ; but now Imuſt yield. 


Enter J obſon. 


Cob. Come on, Nell, art thou come to thy ſelf yet > 
Lady. Yes, I thank you, I wonder what I ail'd; this 
n has put Powder in my Drink, moſt cer- 
tainly 
® Cob. Powder ! the Brewer put good ſtore of Powder 
of Malt in it, that's all. Powder, quoth ſhe! Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Lady, | never was ſo al the Days of my Life. 

Cob. Was ſo, no, nor I hope neter will be ſo again, 
to put me to the Trouble of ſtrapping you fo devilifhly. 
Lady. I'll have that right Hand cut off for that, 
os [4/6 ] You was unmereiful to bruiſe me ſo. 

Cob. Well, I'm going to Sir John Zoverule's; all his 
Tenants are invited ; there's to be rare Feaffing and 
Revelling, and Open Houſe kept for three Months. 

Lady. Husband, ſhan't I go with you? _ 
Cob. What the Devil ails thee now ? Did I not tell 

thee but Yeſterday, I wou'ſt ſtrap thee for defiring to 
go, and art thou at it again, with a Pox ? | 

 - Lady. What does the Villain mean by Strapping, 
and Yeſterday ? 
Cob. Why, I have been arry'd but fix Weeks, 
and you long to make me a Cuckold already. Stay at 
home, and be hang'd, there's good cold Pie in the 
Cupboard, but 11 truſt thee no more with ſtrong 
Beer, Huſly. + [Exit 

Lady. Well, I'll not be long after you; ſure I ſhall 
get ſome of my own Family to know me, they can't 
be all in this wicked Plot. X Exit. 


Al R XIV. The nd is a fine Trade. 


Te raviſh' d from my. Husband's Arm. 
Fo dwell in Stench and Pain; . _ 


f * 


1 N break "thro all, their Magick clue, 


Lady 


1 


ge Wives Meton 


And Liberty regain: : 7 


Then Hier! Reveng «ſhall calm my Woes | 
And ever Grief of aſſwage; 

Whilſt all who dia my Wk oppoſe, "= 

Shall feel my pow'rful Rage. „ 


SCENE Sir John's | 


5 


. John. and Company diſcover d, d. 


* 1 R . Bacchus one Day gayly Ariding. 


Thus we'll drown all Melancholy 3 N 
In a Glaſs of gen rous Wine: 
| Let dull Fools indulge their Folly, 
And at Cares of Life repine : 
But the brave aud noble Spiri 
Seorns ſuch mean, ignoble Views ; 
e the World proclaims his Merit, 
He ſublimed. "Pur ſues.” = 1 


Bott Lady 


Lady. Hete' s fine Rout and Rioting ! You, Sr. 
Butler, you Rogue. 


But. Why, how 2 w 2 Who are you ? 
Lk Impudent arlet 9 don f you know your 


Bue. Lady 8 turn this mad Woman out of 
Doors. 


Minz > ED 
Lucy. Forgot f. you, Feen . te never remem-' | 
ber'd you, Lnevet ſaw you before in my Life. 45 


* 
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Lady. Oh the wicked slut! I'l give you Cauſe to re- 
member me, I will, Huſſy. [ Pulls her Headc loaths off. 

Lucy. Murder! Murder! help! 

Sir John. How now ! what Uproar s this ? 

| Lady. You, Lettice, you Sits. won't you know me 


neither? ? ane her. 


Lettice. Help, help 

Sir John What's to do there? 

But. Why, Sir, here's a mad Woman calls herſelf my 
Lady, and is beating and cuffing us all round. 

Sir John. [To Lady] Thou my Wife ! poor Crea- 
ture, I pity thee ; I never ſaw thee before. 

Lady. Then it is in vain to expect Redreſs from 


| thee, thou wicked ORs of all my Miſery. 


Nell. How am I amaz'd ! Can that be I, there is my 
Cloaths, that have made all this Diſturbance? and yet 
I am here, to my thinking, in theſe fine Cloaths. How 
can this be? I am ſo confounded and affrighted, that 
I begin to wiſh 1 was with Zetel Jobſon again. 

Lidy. To whom (hall I apply myſelf or whither 
can I fly? Heaven! What do I ſee ? Is not that I, 
yonder, in my Gown and Petticoat | wore Yeſterday ? 
How can it be! I cannot be in two Places at once. 

Sir John. Poor Wretch ! ſhe's ſtark mad. | 

Lady, What, in the Devil's Name, was here before 
1 came ? Let me Took in the Glaſs. Oh Heavens! I'm 
aftoniſh'd, I don't know my ſelf ! If this be I that the 


| Glaſs ſhews me, I never ſaw my ſelf before. 


Sir John. What incoherent Madneſs is this?? 
Enter Jobſon. | 5 


Lady. There, that 8 the Devil in my Likeneſs, who 
has robbed me of my Countenance. Is he here too? 

Job. Ay, Huſly, and here's my Strap, you Quean. 

Nell. O dear! I'm afraid my Husband will beat me, 
that am on t'other ſide the Room there. | 

Job. I hope your Honours will pardon her, ſhe was 
drinking with a Conjurer laſt Night, and has been mad 


ever ſince, and calls her lelf my Lady Lovernte. 5 
Ir 
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Sir John. Poor Woman ! take Care of her ; do not 
hurt her, ſhe may be cur'd of this. : N 

Nell. O! pray Zetel, don't beat me. 

Sir John. What ſays my Love? Does ſhe infect thee 
with Madneſs too? 

Nell, 1 am not well, pray lead me in? 

| [Exeunt Nell and Maid. 

Job. 1 beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, 
ſhe ſhall never trouble you more. 

Sir John. Take her home and uſe her kindly. 

Ke. What wil become of me? 

= : | [Exeunt Jobſon and Lady. 


Enter Footman. 


* Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, de- 
fires you will give him leave to ſpeak a Word or two 
with you, upon very earneſt Buſineſs. 

Sir John, What can this mean ? Bring him in, 


20 — - 


Enter Doctor. 


Doct. Lo! on my Knees, Sir, I beg Forgiveneſs for 
what I have done, and put my Life into your Hands. 

Sir John. What mean you? 

Do#ft. I have exercis d my Magick Art upon your 
Lady ; I know you have too much Honour to take 
away my Life, fince 1 might have till conceal'd it, 
had I pleas'd. 

Sir John. You have now brought me tb a Glimpſe 
of Miſery too great to bear. Is all my Happineſs then 
turn'd into Viſion only ? 

DoF. I beg you, fear not; if any Harm comes on 
it, I freely give you leaye ta hang me. 3 

Sir John. Inform me what you have done. EE 

DoF}, I have transform'd your Lady's Face, ſo mat 
ſhe ſeems the Cobler's Wife, and have charm'd her 
Face into the Likeneſs of my Lady's; and laſt Night 
when the Storm aroſe, my Spirits convey d them to 

each other s Bed. | 
| Sir John. 


* 


W 
Sir John. Ol Wretch ! thou haſt N me; Tam. 


140% 


1 bra bay: o- 


fallen from the Height of all my Hopes! and muſt ſtil! 


never knew quiet ſince 1 had Her. 


Dock. If that be all, I can continue the Charm for 


both their Liyes. 
Sir John. Let the Event be What it will, I'll hang 
you if you do not end the Charm this Inſtant. 


Do#. I will this Minute, Sir; and perhaps you'll 
find it the luckieſt of your Life; I can aſſure you, 


your Lady will prove the better for it. 


Sir John. Hold, there's one material Circumſtance 
I'd know. | 


Doct. Your Pleafure, Sir? 


Sir John. Perhaps the Cobler has —you u underſtand 
me! 


Bock. Ido aſſure y On, No; for cer fe was con- 


vey d to his Bed, the Cobler was got up to work, 
and he has done 5 but beat her ever ſince; and 


you are like to reap the Fruits of his Labour. He * 


be with you in a Minute: Here he comes. 


| Eur Joblor 6 
Sir Jobs. 80 Jobſon, Where“ $ yur Wife? 


Job. And pleafe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at the 


Door, but indeed I thought I nad Toft her juſt now; 


for as ſhe came into the Hall, ſhe fell into fuck « 
Swoon, that | thought ſhe would never come out 
nt again; but a TWeak 6r two by the Noſe, and 
half a Dozen Straps did the Bagels at lat. . 


where are you, Houſe-wife. | 


Enter Lady. 


[ Blitler batt ap thi f But lits it fall tohen „ ler 
Hit. 255 


Job. What does he ſay ? my WIe chang 


Bt, O Heaven and gartk! is this m 1 5 121 


be curs d with a tempeſtuous Wife, a Fury whom! 


A 


The! Wives Metamorghog'd. 256 
Cook! Ay, 1 thought che other was too good for 


our Lad 


* 
Tady. (t0 sir John) Sir, you are the Perſon 1 haves 
moſt offended;. and here: confeſs: I have been the 
worſt of Wives in every thing, but that I always kept 


my ſelf chaſte. If you; can vouchſafe once more tos 


take me to your Boſom, the Remainder of -my Days 
ſhall a JF be ſpent in-Duty, and Obſervance of 

; | 

Sir John. Riſe, Madam, I: do forgive vou; and f: 

you are ſincere in what you ſay. you'll make me h 

pier than all the Enjoy ments in the World without: | 
you cou d do. A 

Job. What 2. pox l am I to loſe my Wit thus? 


Enter Lucy and Lettice. 


Tucy. Oh, Sir! the ſtrangeſt Accident has happen 4 
it has amaz d us; my Lady was in ſo great a Swoon, 
we thought ſhe had been dead, 

| Lev. And when ſhe came to herſelf; ſhe prov'd ano- 
ther Woman. | 
Job. Ha, ha, ha! a Bull, 2 Bull. „ 
Tacy. She is fo chang d. I knew her not; I never; 
| ſaw. her Face before; © Lud ! is this my. Lady? 

Let. We ſhall be maul'd again. 

Zacy. I thought our Happineſs was too great to aft. 

Lady. Fear not, my Servants. It ſhall hereafter; 
be my Endeavour to make ye happy. | 
Sir John. Perſevere in this Reſolution, and we fall: 
be bleſt indeed; the other was a falſe and ſhort · hw d 
Joy, but this, I hope, will continue for Life. * 
Lady. May Heaven blaſt me, if once I alter from 
my Purpoſe, or ever contradict your Will again. 

— John. Then am I _ this is a Day of Were 
. in eed. | | 


Enter Nell. 


Nell, My] Head turns round, 1 muſt t go home; 0 
Zeket are you w_ ? . | Job. 


30 We Devilto Pay z Or, 
Job. O Lud! is that fine Lady my Wife? I'gad I'm 


afraid to come near her. What can be the meaning : 
| -of this? 

Sir John. This is happy Change, and Tu have it 
celebrated with all the Joy I proclaim d for my late 


ſhort>liv'd Viſion. 
Lady: To me tis the happieſt Day ever knew. 
Sir John. Here, Jobſon, take thy fine Wife. 


Job. But one Word, Si. Did not your Worſhip 


make me a Cuckold, under the Roſe ? 
Sir Jobn. No, upon my Honour, nor ever kiſt ner 
Lips till l came from Hunting; but ſince ſhe has been 


a Means of bringing about chis happy Change, I'll 
give thee Five Hundred Pounds home with her; go | 


buy a Stock of Leather. 
Job. Brave Boys! I'm a Prince, the Prince of Cob- 


lers. Come hither and kiſs me, Net, Ill never ſtrap 


thee more. 
Nell. Indeed, Zelel, I have been i in ſuch a Dream, 


that I'm quite weary of it. Forſooth, Madam, will 
Fou pleaſe to take your Cloaths, and let me have 


mine again. 


Job. Hold your Tongue, you Fool, they'll ſerve | 


you to go to Church. [ Aſide. 


Lady. No, thou ſhalt keep them, and I'll preſerve 


thine as Reliques. 
Job. And can your good Ladyſhip forgive my ſtrap- 
ping your Honour ſo very much? 


Lady. Moſt freely. The Joy of this blefſed Change = 


; ſets all things right again. 


Sir John. Let us forget every thing that is paſt, and | 


think of nothing now but Joy and Pleaſure. 
=. AIR XVI. | Hey Boys up go we. | 


Lady. Let ev'ry Face with Smiles appear, 
5 Be Joy in ev ry Breaſt, 

Since from a Life of Pain and Care, 

Me now are _ bleft. 


Sir John. 
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The Wives Metamorphos'd. + 31 

1 . ho. Aoyed i Reimembrance of pft Time; FY 

. Jo Dur preſent Pleaſures foil. of 

= -- = | Be jr meas buf Mirth and Joy: at G inte; 
; iz And Sporting all our Toil 


Jo 1 hope you'll give me leave to Deal, 
FI may be ſo bold; 
Theres nought but the Devil, ana this good Stop 
Could ever tame a Scold. 
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: - hereok. | 
R 
1 4 a Ajccem) Lt. Eig. 3 
| Naturan expellas furcd licet, lo 5 ge F | 
, Written by the late Mr. Gay. „„ „ 
2 HE firſtSatire of the fecond Book of Hivace im- 


1 tated, in a Dialogue between Aexander Pope, of 
eee Eq; on the one Part, It his 
| Learned Council on the other. ; 

Kills Uni Equus Virtut * 0 ana. Horst. 


; B HE UG of RICHES. An EPISTLE to the = 
; bt 5 * n Lord * By Mr. { 
Examine; in Anſwer to two Diſſertations i ins , 


ET) Revelation examined « with Candour. 


TOWE, the Gitdens of he Right Honourable Ri- 
2 Addreſs d * 5 


Devenere locus letom © muna Vireta . * 
Fortunatorum nemorum, ſedeſque beatas, Virg - 


To which is added DANES, eggs Pope: 


HE Queſtion about Rarity of Blood, Stated and 


— 
2 


